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THE QUICKENING *

CHAPM'ER XXVIL—(OContinuod.)

It was well beyond the Woollawn
dinper-hour before he coulil muster up
the cournge to uross the lnwas W Deer
Trace. No word had passsd betwoen
him and Ardes mince the Septomber af-
ternoon wiien e nad overtaken her i
the church door—counting s nothing
the effort she had make to sposk to
him on the night of vengeanos.

Hlhe was siltlng st Lo plano in b
otherwine desoried music-rocm wheh
he entered; wnd sho broke o whaerd in

he nilddle to give him both of her
Mende, and o say, with eios shining,
a8 It Lhie tesoun were @ Lthing of yus-
terduy:

O Tom!
It was fine!”

“Holld o e sald, & DIt unsteadily.
“Phere must be ho moere  misupders
sandings. What happened thal night
thres weeks ago, bad 1o happen; &nd
five minutes befors It happened 1 wais
wondering If 1 could sim SURIgHL
anough In the lght from tho Niag-pot
t it him. And [ fully meant lo do
uﬂ

Ll was afraid,” sho faltered. “I
knew, you know—Japheth had told me,
in—in justice to you. That was why I
ran across the lawn and called to you™

“Looking it =)l over, I don't see that
there |8 much to choose beiween mu
and the men 've been hunting down
They went after the things they need-
ad, without much compunction for oth-
or people; and so did L. On the night
ef the—on the night when you called
to me and 1 wouldn't answer, I wus
golng down to rub It In; to tell them
they wers In the hole wnd that 1 bad
put them there, I met & man at the
gate who told me what Jupheth told
you., It made a demon of me, Ardea
I took the mun's gun and foliowed
Vincent around the yard. I meant to
kil him."

“The provocallon was very great,”
she suld, evenly, "Why dldn't you e
i, Tom?

"Now you've cornered me: 1 don't
know why 1 didn't. 1 had only to walk
awny and let him alone when the time
came. The slag-spilling would have
settled Him. But I couldn’t do IL"

"OFf eourse You counldn't,” she agreed,
sonviacingly. "God wouldn't let you"

“He lots other men commit murder;
one A duy, or such A matter'”

“Not one of those who have named
Hiz name, Tom—as you have*

“Now that It's nll over, the taste of
R is ke sawdust In the mouth; I'll
admit that much, I'm free; ‘froe aimons
the dead, like the slain that le in the
grave, ns David put It when he haid
sounded wil the depths, I= that belng
sorry.”

“No—I don't know," she confesned

“You think I ocught to go back to
frst principles: get down on my knecs
and agonlze over 1LY Sometimea |
wigh 1 ¢ould be a boy long enough to
do just that thing, Ardea. Hut I ean.L
The mill won't grind with the wiater
thut has puassed.”

“But the stream Isn't dry* sho ns-
perted, taking up his figure, *“What
will you do now? That s the ques-
tlon: the anly one that [s ever worth
making™

"They took to the woods, the waste
places, the deserts—those men of old
who didn't understand. Somo of them
went blind and crasy and died there;
and some of them had thelr eyes open-
ed and cuma back to make the world u
little better for thelr baving liven In
it I'm minded to try It.”

"“Tou are golng away™

“Yea; out to the ‘beyond’ In Northern
Arizona. There Is a2 new iron fleld out
there to L prospected, and Mr. Clark-
mon wants me to go and report on In
And that brings us back to business,
May I talk business-—neld money hual-
noss—to you for o minute or two?

*If you like," she permitted. "Only
I think the other kind of tulk s more
profitable

“A curious thing has come to pass—
quite a miraculous thing, In fact. Chla-
wassee will pay the better part of Its
debts and—and redeem Its atook; or
gome of It, at least.” He rose und
stood beside hér. “Isn't It a thousand
El:inu thut Colonel Duxbury eouldn‘t

ve hold on to his shares just a lit:le
longer?”

“Ye#; he ls an old man and a broken
eng, now.” There was a sob In her
volce, or ha thought there was, But It
was only the great heart of compaa-
slon that missed no object of pity,

“True; but the next best thing is (o
have the voung woman who marrles
Into the family bring #t back with her,
don't you think? Here s a check for
whit Mr, Barley's stock would havs
nold for before the troubies hegan, It's
made payable to you bronuss—wall, for
obvious reasons: as I have sald, he loat
out."

“¥ou are stlll the headlong, Impulsive
poy, aren't you?" she suld, not altg-

ether approvingly. “You are paying

Is out of your own money."

“Well, what If I am?"

“If you are, It I elther a Just rostl-
tutlon, or It Is not. In elther cose, I
ean not he your go-hetween.”

“Now look here,” he arpjued; “vou've
Eot to be senalble about this, There'll

e four of you, and at lenst two incom-
petenta; nnd you've got 1o hive money
to live on, 1 made Colonel Duxbury
lope i, nnd——:

“Not another word, if you pleass, 1
ean't do vour errand In this, and 1
wouldn't If L could”

“You think I ought e beo genorous
and give It to him, anyway, do you?

“T don't presume to sav,” wae the
gool rejolnder. “When you hive come
fully to your right mind, you will know
what to do, and how to go about 10"

He ovumpled the cheek, thrusting It
Inte his pucket, and made two turns
sbout the room Lefore he sald:

“Tll see them both hanged first!™

*Vary well; that ls your own affair™

He fell to walking agaln, and for a

I knew you had it in youl

—r

“Tham Artinea!"

Lady Artlst—Do you belong to that
aver there?
| Ballor—Yan, Miss.

Lady Artist—Then would you mind
ng all thoss ropes? They are
ozh too tight, and besides, I can't

w stralght Hnos~Punch.

Ne Trick at All
*You muy ho's trylng to capltalize
kig sorPows. How can & man do that?”
“He Is writing n noval busod on his
spxperience in this wheat pit”

full mimuto the wilence was Broken only
by the murmur of men's voless In the
library adioining, The Major hud com-
pany, It svemad,

“This I ‘good-hy,! Ardes: I'm going
lo-morrow. Can't we pwrt friends ™ he
milld, when the silence had begun to
rmnkde unhearably.

“You've hurt me,” whe declared turn-
Ing amnin to the window,

“Yeou've hurt me, more than onepe"
he retorted, riclaing His voles more than
he meant to; and she faood about
guickly, holding up & warning fingor

"Mr. Hennlkas gnd Mr, Youn-Dick-
SOn Bre in the llbrary with grandpa.
They will hear you*

T don't care. | came hors to-pight
with n heart full of what few good
things there are left In me, and you
You urs so wrapped up In that begrar
that I idn't Kijbe——

"Hush!" ahe commanded,
tively “Grandfather han not
he knows nothing, and he
T Vo

The murmur of voless In the adjoln-
Ing room had suddenly become a storm,
with the smooth tones of Mr. Honnlker
vainly trying to allsy It In the thiek
of [t the door of commuonloation fow
opuns and n whito-haired, ferce-mous.
thohed Apure of wrath appeared on the
threahold. For a moment Tom's boy-
ish awe of the old autocrat of Dhowr
Truce came uppermost and he was
tempted to run away. But the wrath
woa not directed at him, Indeed, the
Major seemed not to see him.

"What's all this I'm hearing now for

impara
Hoard
must

the vo'y first time about these heah
low-down, schemin'  scoundrels that
want 1o mix thel-ubh white-niggsh

blood with ouhsT he roarsd at Ardea,
quite beside himmelf with paasion
"Wasn't It enough that they should uwe
my name and rob my good friend Ca-
leb? That snlvelln' young houn'-dug
mukt pily his cou't to you while—

The Major's face had been growing
redder, and he choked In sheer poverty
of speech. Maoreover, Tom had come
between; had taken Ardea In hin arms
protectingly and was frantiog the fire-
brand Dabney lke n man.

“That's enough, Mujor,” he sald, és
Nantly, “You mustn't suy things yqu'li
bty BUrry for after you cool down a bit

Misa Ardea In like the king: she ean
do no wrong"
Thers wanm & gasping pause, the

sound of & blg man breathing hard,
lollowed by the slamming of the door,
and they were alone together again,
Ardea erying softly, with hor face hid-
den on the shoulder of shlelding.

"Oh, Isn't It terrible?” she sobbed:
and Tom held her the clozer.

“Naver mind,” he comforted. “You
know he will bo heartbrollan when he
pomes to himeelf. You are his oné ews
lamb, Ardea™

“I know," she faltered; “but O Tom!
It wis R0 unnocesanry; so wretchedly
unnecexyary!  It's—It's more than two
whole months since—sgines  Vinecant
Furley broke the engagement, and—-"

Ho held her at arm’s length to look
at her, but she hid her faco In  ‘“ier
hands.

“HBroke the engagemont!™ he sxclalm-
od, nlmost roughly. “Why 4ld he 4o
that?

Hhe stood before him with her hands
claaped and the clear-welled eyon meot-
ing his bravely,

“Because I' told him I told him I
could not marry him without first tell-
Ing him that I loved you, Tom; that I
had been loving you always and In
spite of everything,"” she sajd,

CHAPTER XVIIL

“Tom, isn't this the same foot-log
you made me walk that day when you
were trylng to convinee me that you
waore the meanest boy that ever breath-
pid 1 nsked Ardea, gathering her skirts
preparatory to the stream ecrossing.

“It Is. But you didn't walk 1t, us
you may remember: you fell off. Wult
a second and give me those nzalens
I'll go first and take your hand."

Tom Gordon, lately home from a full

hilf-year spent In the unfettersd soll-
tudes of the Carriso Ilron fields, to bo
married fOfst, and afterwnrd to start
up—with Calel for superintendent—thn
tdle Chiawasses plant as a test and ex-
perimental shop for American Ague-
duct, was Indemnlfying himself for the
long exile.

On this Saturday evenlng in the lov-
ers' month of June he hed walked Ar-
dea around and about through the fru-
griant summoer wood of the upper creek
valley, rétracing. In part. the footstops
of the boy whose fishing had been
gpoiled nnd the Httls girl who wans 1o
be bullled Into submission; and s
rambling they had dome at length to
the pld moas-grown foot-log which had
been a newly-telled tree In the formes
time. Tom went first across the rustle
bridge, holding the hand of ecstatle
thrillings, and pausing In mid-passage
that he might have excuse for hplding
it ths longer.

It was durlng the mid-passage panas,
and while she was looking down on the
iwirling waters sometime of terrifying,
that Miss Dabney said:

“How deep I8 It, Tom? Would I repl-
Iy have drowned If you and Hector had
#ot pulled me out?

“It's a thankless thns to spoll an
Iy, but you could have waded out.”

Blie mude the adorable Uttle grimace
which wus one of the survivals of the
yiusterdoys, and suffernd him to lead
her aoroms.

“And I have always belleved that [
owed my life to vou—and Heotor!" she
suld, reprodchfully,

“You ows me much more than thas”
he aMrmed broadly, when they had sst
down to rest—they had often to do this,
lest the way should prove shorter thanp
the happy afternoon—aon the eud of the
bridge iog.

“Money T"—tllippanitly.

"It Im & high gire” she sald, soberly)
“the highest of wll for & womsn. Ones
I thought | should Live and die with-
eut Knowing it an mony women do, 1
wish [ might give you something aa
wreat

“I am alpsady overpaid,” he ussorisd.
“For a man there Ia nothing so greal,
no influonece so nearly omalpotent, as
the love of & good woman, It le the
levar that moves the world-—what Uttle
It does move—up thae hill to the high
planon*

Hilonon whils ahe gathored the sweet-
amalling tungle n her lap into somae
more portsble arrengement And af-
torward, when they were drifting slow
ly homeward in the lengthening shad-
owa, & small asking,

“Mr. Morelook Ia coming ont 1o-1moF-
row to hold service In S John's, and 1
shall go to play for him. Wil you o
with me, Tom ™

He smiled out of the gold and sup-
phire depths of a lover's reveris,

Qe weok from the daAy aftnr the day
alter W-morrow—and It will bes the
longest week-and-two-deys of my I,
dawrest—your grandfather will take
¥ou ta churoh, and 1 shall Lring yom
away, Won't that be snough™

Bhe took him quite serlously,

“I whall pever be a Felicita Youngs
Dickson, and deag you,” ahe promisel,
“Buy O Tom! | wish—*

“I know," he sald, gently, “You are
thinking of the diys to comue; what the
pathy may diverge—youra and mine—
over #0 littla; when there muy he ehil-
dren to choose Leiweon thelr mother's
faith and thelr father's ndiNerence
But 1 am not Indiferént. So far from
it. T am only anxious now Lo prove
what 1 was onow o bent an Jdisprove
T A

“You yoursslf are
prool.” she Interposed.
it, womo day.*

"SBhall IT I hope so; and that s un
earnesl hope. And really and truly, 1
think 1 have come up & hit—out of the
wilderness, you know. | am willing o
admit that thin Is the best of all pos-
sible worlds; and | want to da my pari
in making It a little botter Lecause 1
have llved In It Also, I'd like 1o be-
lleve In something bigger and better
than protoplisem.”

Her smlle was of the kind which
stands half-way In the path to tears,
but she spoke bravely te the doubt in
his reply.

“You do bellave, Tom, dear; you have
never asen the moment when you 4id
nolt It was the doubt that wos onresl
When the supreme test came, It was
(iod's hand that restralned you; you
know It now-—you knew ii at the tima
And afterward It was HMis graoco that
cnabled you to do what was Jjust and
right. Haven't you sdmitted all thus
to yoursalf T

They had cromsed the white plke to
the manor-houss galés and wers tur-
Ing wslde from the driveway Into the
winding lawn path when he anld:

*To myself, and o one other” Thon,
very softly: "1 sut at my mother's knev
lawt night, Ardei, and told her all there
wah to tell"™

Ardea's oyea were shining, “What
did she say, Tom, dear—or iy It mor:
than I should ask ™

“There s nothing you may not ask
She eald—It wann't allogether true, I'm
afrald—bLut she put her arma around
my neck and cried and sald: ‘For this
my son wius dead, and ia alive again
he was lost, and is found.'*

She slipped her arm in his, and thers
was 4 lUitde sob of pure Joy at the
catching of her breath. The moon wais
just rising above the Lebanon clur
line, and Lthe heauly of the glorlous
might-duwn possessed her utterly An
it was & good world und a generonC
vringing rich gifts to the wtoad s
Instinctively she felt that Tom's 1t
confepsion did not require an answe -
thnt he was batiling his way to the
helghts which must be talen alons,

So them came In the sicred hush of
the young night to n great tulip-tres
on the lawn, and where a curlonsiy
water-worn limestone boulder served
ag & rustic seat wide enough for two
whone hearts are ona they sut down to-
gether, still In the companionship thal
neods no speech. It was Tom who fir
brokes thoe silence.

“1 have been trylng ever since tha
night last winter to feel my way out
he sald, slowly. “But what s to come
af 1t? I can't go back to the boyhoo
yesterdays: In & way 1 have hopelesy);
outgrown them, Let us admit that ry
liglon has become real again: but, Ae
des, girl, In lsn't Uncle Silas' religion
or—or my mother's, or even yours. And
1 don't know any othar™

*It Is all right, dear; thers Is onlr
thea one religlon In all Christendom—
perhups In all the world, or In God's
part of It The difference ls in peo-
plet

“But this thing that has been slowl)
happening (o me—this thing I w.u tre.
Ing to eall convincement; ahall I walke
up some day and find it gone, with ail
the old doubts in the saddle agaln?
he asked It almost wistfully,

“Who oan tell? she aald, gently
But It will make no différence; the hn:
mutable fuct will be thers just the
same, whether you are aslecp or wak-
Ing. We can't always stnnd on the
Mount of Certalnty, any of us; and leo
some, perhaps, it Is never given, Bul
when one gaves his enemy's lifsa and
forgives and forgets—O Tom, dear
Con't you onderstand ™

But now his eyesm are love-biinded,
nnd the white-gowned fHgure beslds
him fills all horizons.

"1 can'L wee past you, Ardea. Never-
theless, I'm going to bellave that 1 feel
the good old pike solld underfoot * * »
and they say that the House Beautifol
Is somewhere at the mountain end of
It. 1f you w3l hold my hund, I belleve
I ean maks out to walk In It; blind-
folded, If I have to—and without think-
Ing top much of Lthe yesterdays”™

“Ah, the yeaterdays!™ she nsald, ten.
derly, “They are precious, too; for out
of them, out of thelr hindrunoces no Jess
than thaelr helpings, comes to-day. Kles
me, twlee, Tom; nod then I muat ge
in and read to Major Grandpa™

(The end)

the strongest
“You will nae

Second Cholee.

The woman was lightly clad und svk
dently not too well off,

“Have you no heart?” she asked.

“None! The man's answer was
gruff, almost harsh.

“None whatever?”

“Absolutely none."

“Then ! guess yon may give me

“No; lave, If it hada't beas for me |

i

pound of Mwes "—Tit-Bils
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Value of Being Soc?&b .e
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To almply live alone, with no pro-
vislon for the gratification of the so
clal inatinets, is apt to prove too me
vera a strain upon the reserve forces
of even the happlest marriage. There
Is some oxocuse outside the home
whereln Do thought in given to socinl
pleasure; while the wilo s apt to
grow petty und and so lesy
attractive as she shula herself away

Irom intercourse with others, says

Woman's Life. This dropplng out ia
very easy, but even when prosgperity
comen, and large social functions are
pousible, 1t le tdo Inte to galn that
most valuable possesglon, [(rlendship,
which s entirely independent of finan-
cinl success. To have and to hold a
place In the soolsl lfe of the world
s pot ouly the right but the duty ol
tho young wife who desires 1o have a

‘home in 1ts truest und best senses.  ohant

b’ m Hﬂt‘ﬂ‘!ﬁl Mucw
Auther of “The Real Agatha™

QA fascinating story of a young bachelor’s
wooing on the success of which dependsa
fortune. Is he successful? We leave that
for you to discover by reading the enter-
taining serial about to appear in

In This

Paper

QAs clever a story as ever you read.
Read the first chapter and you'll not
be content until the last appears.

Don’t Miss the Opening Installment

Advertising Talkq
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FAVORS CHURCH ADVERTISING

Rev. Jameasa W. Kramer of Spokane
Bays Liberal Use of Printer's
Ink Pays.

*T have drawn people to hear my
sermons by ndvertlsing, 1 have at
tracted them with moviag plotures,
hot suppers, pink teas and flowers and
flegs. If I have had any degree of
success In Spokane it Is because of
the liberal use of printer's ink,"” sald
Rew, Dr, James W, Kramer, pasgtor of
First Baptlst church of Spokane,
Wash, There {8 something worse than
seneationalism, It s the Inability of
the church to produce lfe, The
church that does pot advertise is be-
Iind the times and Is nursing empty
pews, and he who ralls agalost the
minister for advertising s suffering
for a congregation. | am not an ad-
vocite of ragtime methods or vulgar
preaching, but I do plead for the
chureh which Ja a humming plant of
machinery, with live coals in the fire
box, smoke curling from the stack
and every helt, wheel and pulley go-
ing. I belleve, too, that the people
need instruction and that a minlster
of the Goapel, Is first, lnst and all the
time & teacher. There must be life.

Power of Advertising,
Mainly through the eflicacy of
litlle mdvertisement in a Hartford
newspaper two long separated broth-
era have boen reunited after the lapse
of sixty years. The principals In the
reunlon are Rev. Dr. Edgar F. Clark
of Providences, RH. 1, formerly of Taun:
ton, and Hdwin Clark of Butte, Mont.,
who 18 now eighty.one years old. Early
fn this year' the western miner re
tired from business and began to
think of his old home and hls family,
Then he inserted the advertisement,
which was seen by some of his former
acqualntances and forwarded to the
clergyman at his summer home ai

Martha's Vinevard

#The Message the Thing®

“The telogram,” says Advertising
and Selling, "“is a c¢ommon, little
crude, yellow and blick affalrn,
with what avidity we reach for It!
That I8 becuuse wo hove learped to
nseocinte it with information of fm-
nortence. Al the costly deckle-edge
ok and exqulslte printing and em
woesing In many colors that money
ean buy eould not add anything to the
face value of the telegram. The mes
gape jg the thing. If your advertielng
gets the reputation of having the real
moat in it, people will reasch for It
and hang on to 18"

The Mystery in Advertising.

It Is commonly thought that adver
tising Is a mysterious thing that
makes some people rich and some
pour, whereps, In my opinion, the
term advertislng was merely coloed
ta conveniently differentinte the writ-
ten from the spoken word

It 1g, therefore, purely and simply
salesmanship, and uo man has yei
risen to nnk the why and wherefore
of vending merchandise—H. T. Mo
gan lo Springfield (11L.) Newa,

A 3760 nugsoL uf gOld wWas Tound re-
contly imbadded Ae the skull of an ele-

4

but !

RULES FOR ADVERTISERS

The first rule for effective ad.
vertlalng s “Stmplicity” Let
there be simplicity in the way
the text I8 written, the (Hustra-
tions made: in the designing, In
the color echeme. The only reln-
| tve to “Simplicity” 8 *“Vul
garity,” and they're pot on
speaking terms. They are twin
sisters, however, so that 1f you
are not eourting ona you must
be under the spoll of the other

The second rule is “Direct.
ness.” Come right to the point
Make the statement deolsive
positive—just as If you belleved
it yoursell. It can bo done with.
out presumpiinn. You do not
have to mpologize for merit in
your_goods, therefore your state-
ment must be as convineing s
your produoct Is good,
| The third rule iz “Have Indi-
viduality™ You ean do this
without offending simplieity and
directness, and yet remain con
glstent to tham. Don't blindly
follow the leaders,

The fourth rule is “He & Hardy
Annual” Don't expect to keop
your bpusinesa running for ten
years by advertlslng in one
You will have to keep It up and
make It better each time. The
methods of last year are out of
date this year. The buying pub-

$
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OPEKA, KAN-—In any one of 20
Kansas towns today one may so
bundreds of chifokens runnbig and N1y
Ing, with muny squawks and oackien
and calls, to meel Incoming motar
tralns At dvery station along the

,..”:

ommmm&r,FriSCO Has Child
E I

|
|
z

lines where motor cars are operated
| the ehlokens bave learned (o Like
with ull thelr wight to the depot
Whenover they bear the sharp Slast
of tlhe wiron whistle of the motor ears
Chivkens usunlly run away from
Meam truing, but they run for the
| motor carn. The chickens are ay reg
wler about meetiog these cars as the
| bus driver and Lhe postiunster. Every
| old hen, pullet, rooster and cockerel
ol penned up anawers the enil of (he
motor car siren,  This whistle sounds
more ke a foghory than s railway
Whistle, and enn henrd long dis
tonoes, When the wren sounds the
chickens take the ghortest cut to the
Stution.

What's the resson? Grasshoppira,
Ijunf plain, old, ordinary, tobacce

be

'Dancing Craze Has

|N EW YORK —It has becotne a sort
of madness In New York, the de
nire to see dancing. Some 15 years
ngo a Spanish daneer llke Carmencita
might create somothing of a eeven
doys’ wonder, benldes having her
name written down a8 an artist In the
books which posterity s supposed te
road. But nowadays dancing of all
sorts s falrly worshiped.

Isadora Duncan brought the Greok
danco, which later was kept allve
by Mnud Allen and other imitators of
Miss Duncan. Ruth 8t Denis Intro-
duced the MHindoo dapnee Mistinguett
and Max Dearly at the Moulin Rouge
lln Purts created the Apache danee,
which hus sinee been given in evury
poesible form In America, ending with
Polalre’s vivid  performance, and the
S_il'i_\mn- dunee was o crazge of [(self
for n summer

For three seasons no vaudeville b
bhas bren deemed complete unless
gome dancer appearsd in the list of
performers. More than generally that

E OMINI RE
SCIBIL) —

' AN FRANCISCO —Leland Stanford
unlversity |s to acquire a child
prodigy of whom quite as great things
re expected ns of Harvard's bhoy won.
der, Willlnm Jumes Sidis, In this case
the prodigy 18 a girl, Winifred Sack-
‘vlll'- Stoner, better known to her
I Her mother is a
daughter of the late Lord Sackville
|“'ﬂsl. ambassador from England In
one of the Cleveland administrations,
and her father is Col. J. B. Stoner of
the Marine hospital service.
Is now aged elght years, and
s & lioguist Is In a class by herself.
Her knack for poetry enabled her to
print o book of 62 pages called “Jin-
Eles” when sha was flve. At the age
of four she was proficient eénough in
Esperanto to recelve from the Munder
of that composite langunge & medal
for proficiency. She Lad lesrd this
tongue from Infancy, as bher mother
Is n recognized suthority In It
In pddition she speaks and thinks in
English, French, Spanish and Latin,
and she can speak well enough for
conversational purposes Japuanese,

famillars as Cherie.

Rusglan, Gorman, Pollsh and Italian.

Ho 1is Independent and not :
chained to you. It I8 your task While accumulating this varfed vo
to keep them finterested and eabulary she has gone along at a pre

convinced that your goods are
the goods.

|

L

You may talk to one man:
your adverilzing talks to the
world,—Mahin
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B R L R R T O R S N I P —
Falr Advertising Pald.

Col, 1. M. Dunn, the sceretnry of the
Danville, Ky, fair, 12 thoroughly con
vinced of the value of countyy news
paper ndvertising. Ho ndverilsed the
fulr this year In no other way; cwm
ull posters, bilis and other ways whick
cost much but glve Httle results ang
confined himsell exclusively to the
newHpaDers
| The regult, Calonel Dunn savs, Is
| that the Danville fufr made money

thie year, the flyst time In many yenrs
| He says he will uyse notbing but the

counltry press in the future snd ad
Jrlv.-:a_‘.q othere geoking profitabile udves
tiring to do Hkewlke

State Only the Truth.

Thare are soma advirtisers who
speak so highly of thelr wares an to
be almost certain to disappalint those
who buy. It would be impossible to
farnish geods that are equul Lo some
dosctiptiots we read

Accounted For.
Bacon—This paper suys that
German emperor has 75 ttlen”
Hghert—!| always wondered whad
made the ands of his mustache turm

the

up so.~Yoenkers Stalesman.

Pythian’s Twins N

Py-
E. P
twing,” have hecome members of the

thias A. Frederick, ‘the
Knights of Pythins otder. They were
Elven the first degree by lodge No. 66
of this elty ns soon diter thelr twenty-

frer birthday anniversary as possitle

and on that occasion esch was pro.
sented with a witeh fob, the Iatter
decorated with the emblem of the

order.

The Frederick boys are sons of Leuls
A. Frederick, who has been prominent
In K. of P affalrs in this state for
any yoars. Prodetiok wag an op-
gmalnluc member of Diosourl lodge,

0. 47, ot Vincennes, before bis mar-
Hage and even after his wedding was
pbla to continue his boast that he “had
pever missed o moeling” It Iz sald
that the high rank of that lodge in the
;lmu:- wias largely due to his work

e was chancellor commander of the

Kansas Chickens Meet Motor Trains

chowing, green, rod, yallow, sirsaked,
niriped and  apotted grassboppens.
Bunches of ‘em, fut and julcy from
feeding o Kansus corn and whest
fAeldn

All the moior cars have pllots, fend
era or coweatchora of a big scoop ke
pattern. They are made of hauvy steel)
bars and covered with & wire soreen
Ing. As the curk go hiking through
the country thoseo fondeors guiber op
Thousande of grashoppent. Going the
sl or seven milles betwesn stations
n motor ear will ofton gather a busbel
| of groasghoppers op the [epder.

Thess wre the Lig Thutw aort of
grusshoppers Lthal are found in
the flelids, Thiy pre potrterhugoe
wnd sirloin cuts of the bapper family
und they muke a vory daelectable re
pant faor the cehlekenu The chielitne
tunnot ocalch vary muny of them in
the fivlde and gurdens an the bhoppes
are gulek und make long Mights

Thae grasshopptrs are nol nuy more
plentiful this year than In f(orme
Yeurn, but the chlckens never had @
woy of catching them as they huve
this yoar, this being the first soasos
of the motor curs an most af the Npes
The ehlckens of the wmall town, whep
the whistie woundn, make a quick dive
lor the depot, ready to pounee on the
hundreds of stunued boppers 1ying on
the fender

Grip on New York

dancer’'s name, Hke that of Abou Bep

Adam, ban led all the rest. The
musked danoors at the rival vandeyills

‘!IJNI"'IH. are the Intest sxamples ol
the music ball cruge for dancing sen
sntions,. We had “story” dances, Lo
| dunees, clog dances, cake wolks, can
cans, everythisg, it ssemed, that the
mind of man has been able to lovend
| Or resuscitnte.

It remaplned, however, for aoms en
terprising manager to take advantage
of the {dea and give tha public an en
tUre evening of contrasted and almost
unbroken dancing

From the begiuning to the end it
is almost one unbroken danes. Be
tween the dances snd between the
acts the audlonce has a chanco to rest
it eyes and prepare for & pew round

Now & glimpse at the popular sop
por places or the tea rooms &t the
| Blg hotele would give a stranger from
Oshkosh the Iden that the hobble
| skirt was quite ae& wmuck of m craze
[in Jta way just now as, well, let us
suy, the dance.

No play, therefors, which attempted
to call itsell apotheosts of the dapee
could be consldered completo without
| an attempt 0 show how a woman
would look danciog in a hobble skirt.
The hobble skirt donce, te say the
| least, In nmusing

aniy

he

Linguist Prodigy

coclous rate in other studies and has
had her full share of outdoor romp-
Ing. Dolls are still her sompanions
when the weather keeps her in,

"Her ndvancement is simply due o
the way she was educated.” her moth-
er sald. “I began when she was three
weeks of age by placing beautiul ple-
tures on the walls of her nursery.
From the first she was accustomed to
the best Iterature. Wo did not re-
cite ellly nursers rhymes to her, but
only the best. Instead of glving her
the storles usually told to chlldren I
read to her from the Bible and from
mythology. She bhad Latn from the
cradle.

"Al thres months 1 resd to Cherle
from the Latin writers and recited for
hér from suel poems as ‘Crossing Lhe
Bar,'! At elght months she began to
talk. At the age of ons year, she
could sean from Virgll and ghe read
before she was two. 1 was teaching
bher the langunge all the time

"At three she could operate a type
writer By Its use she loarned to
spell and also to memorize what she
was writlng, It was by copying po
ems and articles on the machine that
sha lenrned muech that ghe knows
When she was at this age Puck ac
cepted and printed a little poem of
hers. Afwerwurd she becamo a rogu-
lar contributor to St Nicholas. She
did not learn to write with the pen
untll ehe was four, We lhave alwars
made play of her work. Games sim-
Har to authors wera devised for his
tory nnd mythology."

ow Join the Order

| lodge and was officlating at an Im:
poriant meoting when a courler called
him from the meeting and announeed
that he was wanted gt home—that
the stork had left two sons at his
house. Then, for the first tme, Fred.
arick asked (o be excused from o lodge
meeting.

Two hours later—the mesting held
late—the chancalior commander re-
turned to the hall and reported that
the mother and boys were eleoping, A
resolution prevailed that (he lodge
ndopt the twins ss honorary members
and that the parents be requested to
name them Damon A and Pythlas A
Frederick. Mrs, Prederick consented
and the boys beenme known as the K
F. twins.

When the Frederick family romoved
to Indianapolis, Frederick retalned hig
membership [n the Vincennes lodge,
but becsme a frequent visitor at In,
dlanapolls lodges, and I8 one of the
widest known lodgemen in  the alty,
When his sons became of age thay
sought mombership in Na, 56, Thedy
utory wus known to the membars and
they were weloome. Severn] Vip.
cenpes friends were present at the
Inttiation.

Few.
Few men are happy as their nelgh
bors think thom, or as miserable o

tbey belleve themselves to be.—Waah-
Inglon Post.

Easy to Bee,

When & man says he 16 “looking
around" and has not yot quite decided
mthawmunsmln.wnkmm

on bis mind: Ay




